MODERN TRAVEL

dinner in that, and transit in between. I spent till
midnight fitting clothes, medicaments, and stationery
into a kit-bag and a blue revelation suitcase.

The morning of Saturday July 27 brought a feeling
of relief, as though it were the first day of the holidays.
Whatever the horrors in store, at least they could be
met passively, and without the exercise of that wearing
initiative demanded by the packing of an unprotected
bottle. At nine o'clock I reached Airways House in
Charles Street. Body and baggage, I weighed two and
a half pounds under the permitted complement. At
the aerodrome we hurried through passages and barriers,
and emerged from a door to find the City of Wellington
buzzing and roaring on the threshold ; its three enor-
mous propellers threatened our hats with their wind.
I crept up the diminutive gangway to my seat. A door
shut. And the machine cantered across the aerodrome,
turned, galloped back, and rose above a sea of small
red houses.

My first sensation was one of suffocating depression.
But for a quarter of an hour in a tin and canvas flea,
which looped the loop for an extra 75. 6d. and fell in
half the week after, I had never flown before. And I
now beheld myself in a dark cabin scarcely five feet
across, twisting about in a constricted wicker space,
and convinced that my whole being would soon dis-
integrate altogether under pressure of sheer noise. A
long dormant home-sickness rose within me, an ache
for train or boat, the old and comfortable friends of
travel. A trip to Paris might be borne. But to con-
template the continuance of this inferno of drill, buzz,
and roar, and these attitudes of a strait-jacket, for eight
days on end was to relinquish faith in the beneficence
of earthly fate. My mother's good-bye assumed an
aspect of tragedy. I dreamt of the lazy days on deck
that might have been, or the blue velvet of a wagon-lit,
to take the place of these preposterous cretonne curtains,
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